IN  AID  OF 


THE   FUx^^DS    OF   THE  SOCIETY, 


£beiiis|tj,  M^lij  Htb,  1855 


JN    THF,  SAINT   rjAWJlKNC  I HAI.I  ; 


Conductnr :  J.  1'.  t,'i,AKKi:,  ^lus.  Hac.         Ltmlir:  Mr;,  (  liiii;- •■ 


TORONTO: 


BLACKBURN'S  CITY  STEAM  PRESS,  r.3  TONGE  STIJEKT. 
1855. 


IN  AID  OP 

THE  FUNDS    OF  THE  SOCIETY, 
gb.m^,  ¥^)if  Utl),  1855, 

IN   THE  SAINT   LAWRENCE  HALL, 


Conductor:  J.  P.  Clarke,  Mus.  Bac.        Leader:  Mr.  Griebel. 


TORONTO: 


BLACKBURN'S  CITY  STEAM  PRESS,  63  YONGE  STREET, 
1855. 


1.  SYMPHONY,  Beethoven. 

2.  SOLO— (From  the  Oratorio  of  the  Creation,) 

In  Native  Worth,"    -  -  Haydn. 

MR.  COOPER. 

In  native  worth  and  honor  clad, 

With  beauty, — courage,  stiength  adorn'd, 
Erect  with  front  serene — he  stands 

A  man,  the  Lord  and  King  of  nature  all. 
His  large  and  arched  brow  sublime, 
Of  Avisdom  deep  declares  the  seat, 
And  in  his  eves  with  brightness  shines 

The  soul,  the  breath  and  image  of  his  God ! 

With  fondness  leans  upon  his  arm 
The  partner  for  him  formed, 
A  woman  fair,  and  graceful  spouse. 
Her  softly  smiling  virgin  looks, 
Of  floAvry  spring  the  mirror, 
Bespeak  him  love  and  joy  and  bliss. 


3.  DUETT — Violin  &  Piano  For'^e,    -    -    Benedict  &  DeBeriot. 
MR.  GRIEBEL  k  MR.  H.  J.  HAYCRAFT. 
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4.  CHORUS— (i^/'om  the  Creation)—^'  The  Heavens 

are  Telling,"  Haydn. 

The  Heavens  are  telling  the  glory  of  God, 
The  wonder  of  His  works  displays  the  firmament, 
To-day  that  is  coming  speaks  it  the  day, 

The  night  that  is  gone  to  following  night ; 
In  all  the  lands  resound  the  word, 
Never  unperceived,  ever  understood. 


5.  SOLO— ''By  the  Waters  of  Babylon,"    -    -    -    Dr.  McCaul. 
MRS.  BEVERLEY  ROBINSON. 

By  the  waters  of  Babylon  we  sat  down  and  wept,  when  Ave 
remembered  thee,  0  Zion  ! 

As  for  our  harps,  we  hanged  them  up  upon  the  trees,  that  are 
therein. 

For  they  that  took  us  away  captives  required  of  us  then  a  Song 
and  a  Melody  in  our  heaviness, — "  Sing  us  one  of  the  Songs  of 
Zion  I" 

How  shall  we  sing  the  Lord's  Song  in  a  strange,  land  ? 


6.  TRIO — Violin,  Viola,  &  Violoncello, 


Beethoven. 


OVERTURE— Tancredi,        :       :        :       :      :  Rossini. 

SONG — [From  the  Opera  of  the  Bohemian  Girl) 

•'I  dreamt  that  I  dwelt  in  Marble  Halls,       :  Balfe. 

MISS  DAVIS. 

I. 

I  dreamt  that  I  dwelt  in  Marble  Halls, 

With  vassals  and  serfs  at  mj  side, 
And  of  all  who  assembled  within  those  walls, 

That  I  was  the  hope  and  the  pride. 
'    I  had  riches  too  great  to  count — could  boast 

Of  a  high  ancestral  name  ; 
But  I  also  dreamt,  which  pleas'd  me  most, 

That  3?pu  loved  me  still  the  same. 

II. 

I  dreamt  that  suitors  sought  my  hand, 

That  knights  upon  bended  knees, 
And  with  vows  no  maiden  heart  could  withstand. 

They  pledged  their  faith  to  me. 
And  I  dreamt  that  one  of  that  noble  host 

Came  forth  my  hand  to  claim  ; 
But  I  also  dreamt,  which  charm'd  me  most, 

That  you  loved  me  still  the  same. 
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3.  SOLO — Concertina — Hear  me,  Norma/' 
MR.  MUTER. 


Bellini. 


4.  CHORUS — "How  pleasant  is  the  Fisherman's 

Life,"       :       :       :       :       :      Sir  J.  Stevenson^ 


How  pleasant  is  the  Fisherman's  life — 

Sing  hey,  sing  merrily,  0, 
While  distant  from  the  world  and  its  strife, 

Our  nets  to  the  deep  we  throw ; 
Kind  nature's  boon  with  joy  we  receive — 

Sing  merrily,  merrily,  0  ! 
Then  homeward  o-ver  the  friendly  wave, 

With  a  merry  pull  we  row. 


How  pleasant  is  the  Fisherman's  life — 

Sing  hey,  sing  merrily  0, 
While  distant  from  the  world  and  its  strife, 

Our  nets  to  the  deep  we  throw — 
Singing  row,  brothers  lightly. 
We  merrily,  cheerily  row, 
While  the  moon  beaming  brighth', 
'  We  merrily,  cheerily  row. 


5.  SONG^^^give  me  Old  Music,"       :       :       :  Laurence. 


I. 


II. 


MRS.  BEVERLEY  ROBINSON. 


I. 


Give  me  old  music — let  me  hear 


The  songs  of  days  gone  by  ; 
If  to  thy  notes  a  falling  tear. 
Should  make  a  mute  reply  ; 
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The  songs  that  lulled  me  on  the  breast 
To  sleep  away  the  noon.  ^ 

Sing  on  !  sing  on  !  I  love  them  best, 

There's  witchery  in  the  notes  impressed 

With  each  familiar  tune. 


•  Give  me  old  friends — the  tried — the  true, 

Who  launched  their  bark  with  me, 
And  all  my  joys  and  sorrows  knew; 

As  chance's  gale  the  pilgrim  blew 
Across  the  troubled  sea  ; 

Their  memories  are  the  same  as  mine ; 
Our  loves  throughout  shall  last  ; 

Bring  one,  bring  all  your  smiles  to  shine 
Upon  our  good  old  songs  divine, 

Like  sunbeams  from  the  past. 


6.  SOLO — Violin — {Theme  from  BellMs  II  Pirata^)    -  Gribbel. 

MR.  GRIEBEL. 

7.  CHORUS— "Now  Tramp"  with  Solo, ''Guardian  Spirits," 

{From  ^'  The  Knight  of  Snowdoun^^^)    -     -    Sir  H.  R.  Bishop. 
The  Orchestral  Accompt's  by  J.  P.  Cl^irke,  Mus.  Bac. 
Chorus  of  Highlanders : 


Now  Tramp,  now  tramp,  o'er  moss  and  fell, 

The  batter'd  ground 

Returns  the  sound, 
While  breathing  chanters  proudly  swell, 

Clan- Alpine's  cry. 


II. 


Is  win  or  die  ! 


Solo  : 


Guardian  spirits  of  the  brave — 
Victory  o'er  my  Norman  wave  I 
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FINALE— ''God  Save  the  Queen"      -        -       .       .  Bull. 


God  save  our  gracious  Queen, 

Long  live  our  noble  Queen, 

God  save  the  Queen. 
Send  her  victorious, 

Happy  and  glorious. 
Long  to  reign  over  us, 

God  save  the  Queen. 

II. 

0  Lord,  our  God,  arise. 
Scatter  her  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall. 
Confound  their  politics, 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks, 
On  thee  our  hopes  v^e  fix, 

God  save  the  Queen, 


